A travel scene.

My train stops at the Toulouse Station longer than it should.
Gestapo agents examine our identity cards. They are in my coach
(third class). They are in my compartment. Nothing happens.
Their footsteps recede. But another police agent comes along
and signals to one of the passengers to follow him. The passenger
turns his back to the German, stoops as if to pick up the news-
paper he has dropped. And we all see him take a revolver from
under his armpit, remove the safety catch and put it back in his
coat pocket. All- this quite naturally and very fast, with perfect
calm. The passenger picks up his suitcase and goes out. The train
does not start. In our compartment we all sit in silence. The train
gets under way. The passenger reappears. "They made a mistake/*
he says as he gets back into his seat. He cuts a cigarette in two and
smokes one half. Conversation is resumed in the compartment.

A travel scene.

In the corridor of a third-class coach, where people are jammed
together, a young girl keeps casting a quick glance at a rather
voluminous parcel wrapped in cheap paper and lying a few yards
away from her. The travellers shuffle their feet, jostle each other
as people get on and off at the train stops* The parcel tears and
bursts open. The girl moves off. The contents of the parcel scatter
over the floor. Piles of clandestine newspapers. The travellers
pick them up. The girl has disappeared.

This is the result of the shortage of suitcases, of strong paper

and string.

*

A resistance group removed many of the sewer gratings in
Marseille one night-fall. The Germans and their friends being the
only ones having the right to go out after the curfew, there was
no one to regret among those who suffered broken bones at the

bottom of the sewers.

*

At all the big railway stations, the Gestapo and the French
police who are at their orders post men gifted with an exceptional
visual memory, who have carefully studied the photographs of the
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